THE MAGNATES

"Oh, old Anny's always there in bad times," she went on. "When
everything's going well, no one bothers about her; that's life."

"And when he finds out that I've been playing him up/' said Syl-
vaine, "it'll be simply terrible!"

"Oh, well, he believes in the child; he'll believe just as much in a
miscarriage."

"Yes, but what about the million!"

They lay there a moment with their legs interlaced, while Anny
Feret, an arm beneath her head, philosophized.

"Life's hell," she said. "There are so many women who have
babies they don't want, and now just because you do want one... It's
hell."

Suddenly, she sat up and seized Sylvaine by her thin shoulders.

"I've got it, my dear, I've got the answer!" she cried.

"What?"

"I've got it. The girl in the cloakroom at the Carnaval. She's a new
one, you don't know her..."

"Well?"

"She's three months gone. The time'll fit near enough. She doesn't
know how to get rid of it. You've only got to give her fifty thousand
francs; it'll be an unhoped-for windfall as far as she's concerned. I'm
quite sure she'd play, even for nothing."

"Do you think it can be fixed?" said Sylvaine in perplexity. "How
are you going to manage it so that it won't be known?"

"Simplicity itself," said Anny. "Leave it to me. I'll fix it all up in
no time."

"Oh, Anny, Anny," cried Sylvaine; "if you can manage this for me,
I promise to go halves with you!"

"Don't make promises you won't keep, my sweet," replied Anny.
"But if you would like to give me fifty thousand too, well and good!
It would at any rate put a little butter on my bread. But, you know,
your old Anny's a pretty simple old thing."

And she slowly turned towards Sylvaine's hopelessly fiat belly.

Ten days later Sylvaine left for the south. The doctor had advised a
Mediterranean climate till the end of her pregnancy. But she must not
be by the seaside, it was "bad for trie nerves"; nor must she be in a
town. She required absolute rest. In short, the doctor had himself
chosen the locality, which was near Grasse, where he had a colleague
who could be relied on.

"Why don't you come with me?" Sylvaine said hypocritically to
Lulu. "Six months together in the country, no one but ourselves! A
tiny little village, with cattle walking in the streets. A delicious smell of
cow-dung..."

"Oh no, no!" he replied horrified. "In the first place I can't leave